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TO 
Mr. E D WI N. 


DEAR SIR, 


Wrirnovr your Concurrence, 
or even previous Knowledge, I take the 
Liberty to inſcribe the PRISONER AT 

LARGE to you; a Trifle, where ſo much is 
owing: But having hitherto diſpoſed of 
my Right in my Copies, to the Proprie- 
tors of the Theatres, this is my firſt 
Opportunity of making a public Acknow- 
ledgment of the very great Advantages 
which my Dramatic Pieces have derived 
from your happy and juſt Conception of 
my Meaning, your induſtrious Application 
to the Study of my Characters, and your 
powerful Comic Abilities 1 in the Perform 
ance of them. 


With the moſt ſincere Wiſhes that you, 
in the ſucceſsful Purſuit of your Profeſ- 
fion, may long continue, as you are, the 
Delight of the Public, and the * 
Reipect for your Le 


Tam, 5 
Dear SIR, Yo 
Your ee obliged and 
very humble Servant, 


JOHN O*KEEFFE. 
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SCENE in the Wiſt of Ireland. 
Time—A Night and Morning, 


THE 


PRISONER ar LARGE: 


A ; * L Sers I, - 


4 Garden to Lord EsMonp's Houſe, a Gate in 
— Back leading to the Road, 


Enter Fan and Mouxs, 5 Maar 
interpgſ ing. 


Mans. Conczirep ep! 

Frill. Impertinent ſavage! 

Mary. Gentlemen — — 

Frill. Pon my honour I ſhall vink youz 

 Muns, And by my fiſt I'll thump you. 

Mary. But, my dear rival lovers, my town fop, 

E and my country beau; filly to quarrel about me; 
for when one gets thump'd, and t'other pink'd 

as you call it, probably I may have neither of 
—_ 

d Frill. Didn' t you confeſs, my little Spaniſh 

guitar tickled your ä (ö bewing it.) 


Muns : 


1 4 4 
Muns. And, my ſweet, didn't you own that my 


: great French horn rouſed your ſoul ? 


( Showing bis horn hung. ' 
Mary. Ves; but pon my reputation, gents, I 


haue not yet determined whether I ever was rouſ- | 
ed or tickled. 


| Racuzr (calls without I, 
Mary! 
Mary. "My miſtreſs! Coming, madam. 
Dein ( calls without). 
Frill! 3 
Frill. My maſter ! Yes, Sir. 


Old Dowp LE, without. 


Fou Muns! Why Muns ! 


Muns. My Maſter! zounds! Siu Im here— 


I'm there. Mary, don't ſtay with that fellow. 
Coming, Sir. 05 All run confuſed.) 


Frill. I can't bear to leave em 1 together, — 


Coming, Sift. -- 


Enter Racket; 


Rachel. Mary, ſee where's Miſs Adelaide. 3 
_ Mary. Yes, . ˖ ( Runs of ) 


Enter Count Fx1eon. 


Count Frip. My riding hat and ſwitch cane. 
Exit F rill. 


Enter Old Dowprz. 


Dowd: Here, Muns ! you Wierig curs'd va- 
e. — what are you at? Call, call, call !— 


Deſire Yemon to get the horſes ready. (Exit 
| Muns.) Ay, Count, ſince my maſter, the lord 


of this houſe, has been ſo unlucky as to lofe his 


3 eſtate, and you and your friends in Paris have 


been | 


111 


been lucky enough to win it, now I am your 
ſteward; and as they ſent you over here to Ire- 
land, to collect the rents, to pay his Lordſhip's 
bonds to them, I'll go now about and make the 
tenants pay them into your hands, on condition 
you marry my daughter Rachel here. 
Count Frip. I will. 

Rachel. You will not. (afide.) | 

Count Frip. But all de clown of tenant, chen 
I did go to gather in de Vargent, did throw de 
mud and ſtone at my head, ſpoil my curl, knock 
o' my hair out of my buckle; ma. foi, call me 
Jack Frog. Now, Mademoiſelle, am! like dat 

Jacky de Frog? 
ERKRacbel. Ha, ha, tat: -- 

Dowd. Fools ! They never ſaw their indie. 
Lord Eſmond, ſince he was a boy. No, he 
ſpent his time and money flying over Italy and 

Germany, like a wild gooſe, till he's got him- 
ſelf now coop'd up in a priſon at Paris! Ha, ha, 
ha! Come, Count, I hope to bring all the te- 
nants to reaſon — but that ſneering raſcal Jack 
Connor Daughter, I inſiſt you never ſpeak 
to Him. | 
Kachel. Not I, Sutil you 20 out. ( af de. a: 
Dowd. Here, you Muns! (calling. * 
Count HiFi. 


Enter FrILL, , 0 whi iſpers the Count. 


Frill. A ſervant without from one Mr. Nu- 
gent, from Paris. 
Count Frip. Nugent ! One of our club —I 
come, Monſieur, excuſe moi pour un moment. 

Exit with F rill, = 

Enter Mons. © 1 
1 Sir, the horſes are ready. 1 
Dowd, Rachel, as *tis late, we ſha'n't be home 
B 2 55 to 


14 0 
to night — the Count and I'll take a bed where 
we can—ſome of the tenants— 

Rachel. This is charming! (af de. ) Dear 
papa, ſure you won't ſleep out t all night! _ 
Dowd. . Muns. ( run F- 
Muns. Sir. 
| Dowd. You'll let me know if Jack Connor 
meets my daughter, whilſt I am away. There's 
A retaining fee, you dog. 

Muns. (looking at it.) I will, Sir. c apart. ) 
Rachel. (apart.) Muns, run and tell Jack 
Connor to come here to me as ſoon as my fa- 
ther's out of ſight. There s ſomething to drink 
our health by the way. (Gives him money.) 

Muns. (looking at it.) I will, Miſs. 

Dowd. Now Jeu be on the watch; 1 | 
Gn on l. NE; 
Muns. You may, Sir. yy apart, * 

Rachel. You won't fail ? 

Muns. I won't. 55 
Dod. Mind, don' t fiir out. e 0 Muns 
apart, and exit.) 

Muns. (looking at the money. 7 Not a leg. 

Rachel. You'll run now to Jack Connor ? 

 — (C-Apart to Muns.) 

Mans. c looks at ber money.) Every foot. [ Exit. 

Rachel, My dear Jack Connor, I love him 

more than = for his fidelity to my Lord; and 
ſurely the man of honour and integrity can ne- 
ver prove a faithleſs lover. (Enter Adelaide.) 
Ah, you fly one! you come down here to the 
country on a viſit to me, yet prefer birds and 
groves to all we can invent to amuſe you. —Now | 
is n't it love? 
Adelaide. My dear Rachel, Ta make you my 
confidante, but you're ſuch a Saad creature. 


Rachel, 


FEES 


RNacbel. I! Me i ? Ha, ha, ha! What would 8 


give that you had a lover! 
Adelaide. I had. 


Rachel. O precious Who i is he: ? 


Aead. Let theſe tears tell you my lover i is 


no more. 
a Dear me! 


Adelaide. Tis now ten years fince I faw my 


; N ugent at Montpellier. 
Rachel. Ten years! You conſtant "7 
Adelaide. 1 was ſcarce fifteen : his fortune was 


_ doubtful ; my father forbid our intercourſe—my 
Nugent was ſeized by ruffians (I could never 
find the cauſe), and carried up to Paris; but 
have ſince been aſſured, * my father, of his 


5 death. 


Rachel. Lord! l had 1 known, 1 ſhale not have 


revived a painful idea, — Come, I muſt keep up 


your ſpirits. My father won't be home all night, 5 


and I've ſent for my dear Jack Connor, to ſup 


with us. Come, now, I wiſh I dare be angry 


with my father, for joining this ſharping Count 


againſt his own maſter, Lord Eſmond : no won- 
: der, for his mother, the old lady, not to reſt in 

her grave. Adelaide, as ſure as I live, I heard 
the ghoſt ſing laſt night in the Belvedere room 


the ſweeteſt voice! 


Adelaide. Very ſtrange! I've now fat up pur- 5 
poſely three nights, but I've neither ſeen nor 


| heard this wonder. 


Rachel. Oh, but my "OY the poor dead lady 
15 certainly diſturb'd by the misfortunes of her 
ſon, Lord Eſmond :—it muſt be ſhe, for the ap- 
parition is dreſs'd exactly like her Picture chat 


hangs in the room where it walks. L 
Adelaide. All fancy. — Ah! if the dead were 


ſiuffer'd to reviſit us, [ ſhould be comtorted by 


my . 4 


Rachel. 
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Rachel. Come, \ we muſt have no more thoughts | 


ef dead lovers :—you ſhall hear my living lover 
rattle, court, and ſing at our little Party ; we'll 
be ſo Joy: —Come __ 1 1 


8 0 E N E. a fine Country. Sun go ing down. 


Lord EsMOND's Houſe at a Diſtance; at the 
Side Jack Lennon“ 08. | 


Enter Lerd Eso20xD (plainly areſs'd ), Trap and 


SERVANT, | 


= Yes Eſm. Then the Count will meet me: * 


Serv. Yes, my Lord. 
Lord E/m. You call'd me Nugent? | 
Serv. I did, my Lord. 8 
Lord Eſm. Very well; take the horſes back 


to the inn. Well, Trap, I've been your pri- 
ſoner ten years, and your ſuffering me to come 


here from Paris is a ſtretch of good nature. — 


 Yonder's my houſe: here am I in the centre of 
my own eſtate, and, thanks to fortune, not maſter 
of one foot of land. 


Trap. Night's coming on, and not a roof here 


=” ſhelter us. In view of your houſe I can't 
get a mug of beer. (Muſic and laughing without.) 
| Country people leaving off work: I'll ſee if I 
can't get a drop amongſt *em.—Bur, my Lord, 
don't run away, for if I hav'n't you to bring 
back with me to jail, I ſhall get hang'd. — 
Hollo! neighbours. e. 


Lord Ef. Somewhere here fs 0 looking 13 


the cottage of poor old Connor—a good houſe ; 
he thrives; I'm glad on't, His ſon Jack was my 


little play- fellow. ( Laughing and muſic with- 
out.) | | es 28 


Enter 


1 
Enter Jack Connor, 

Jack Connor. Ah, merry be your hearts, — 
_ Good-night, neighbours, — All going, to their 
comfortable homes; whilſt I this bachelor's 
life is plaguy ſtupid — I will marry WF. little 
Rachel. (Going to his own bouſe.) 
Lord Ejm. Hollo! Friend, dye know where 
I can get a bed? 

| Jack Connor. I've two or three ſpare beds in m 
houſe here. 

Lord Zſin. One will do for me. 

Jack Connor. Then one you ſhall have, « on 
one condition tho that you drink one jug of 
ale with me after ſupper. _ | 
Lord Zjm. Supper, and a jug of ale! Your 
; terms are rather ſevere to a . thirſty, 
_ weary, traveller, | 


FJacł Connor. T hirſty! Oh! 0 22 ) Phelim, 
0 Calls at Dis door. 9 5 
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Enter Puxrnu, to whom Jack Connor 
whiſpers, 


Jacb Connor. You ſhall have a traveller's wel- 
come to the houſe of Jack Connor. (To Lord 
| Eſmond.) 1 Exit Phelim. 
5 Lord Efmn. 'Tis he! the companion of my 
„Fouth. (Re-enter Phelim with a jug of ale and 
drinking horn.) 
Fact Connor. I'II fill fie you, eme 
Lord En. The good - natur d boy ripen'd into 
the benevolent man; (afide.) © 
Jack Connor. My firit roaſt, always a bumper: 
Here s freedom to my landlord, Lord Eſmond. 
Lord Eſm. Pray where is my Lord now? _ 
Jack Connor. In priſon, near ten years; and] 
fear for life. ¶ Wipes his eyes.) | 
Lord Eſm, What' s the matter? 


Jacꝶ 


1 


Jack Connor, I beg your pardon, Sir; but 
when I toaſt my friend in diſtreſs, I mix my 
drink with water. | 

Lord Em. Affectionate fellow ! (af de.) But 


I've heard ſay, my Lord is rather a . 
worthleſs ſort of character. 


Fack Connor. What's that? (fiercely. ) Vou're 


welcome to what my houſe affords ; but ſup by 
yourſelf, for I'll never fit at one board with him 


who could llander the man I eſteem and ho- 
Nour, . | | 8 5 


Euter Mons, and obj 2 Jack Connor. 


Jack — Her faher out? and fent for me? 
My kind Rachel! If I had but Father Frank, 


now—he might—Muns, how go on the 23 $ . 
affairs? (apart.) 


 Muns. A myſtery there. ut (takes a ln 
e ale) I'll get to the bottom on't, (drinks. 
No I'm prim'd for love or war: if Frill dare 
but look crooked, or Mary but frown—oh ! how 
I'll bang him, and touzle OT 
Lord Eſm. As I find all here have loſt every 
remembrance of my perſon, I'll venture up to 


the caſtle, and ſee the Count, in my character N 


of Nugent, (afide.) 

Fack Connor. Phelim, let this gentleman want 
for nothing till I come home. Your hand, Sir; 
I was angry, but you're a ſtranger ; perhaps in 
neceſſity—and my doors ſhall never be ſhut againſt 
the weary traveller... . 


Lord Eſn. You are an honeſt fellow, that I'll. 
be ſworn for. LExit. 


SCENE, 


9 1 


© SCENE, an Apartment in ford Ramoxd's 
Houſe, 


Enter Fatt, 


Fell 1 ſuſp e& here's ſomething doing for- 
ward againſt my maſter. Here comes Muns and 
Mary. — See —Kiſs—oh the traitreſs! Cl retires ) 


Enter Muns and Maxy. 


Aus. True. Ha, ha, ha! But, Mary my 
| dear, how could you liſten to ſuch a cur as F rill? 
FTFrill. (aſide) Im a cur! Oh you puppy, 
Mary. Frill is a creature but really ſince 
| this ghoſt has appeared, the houſe is ſo fightful 
that any company is acceptable. a 
Mus. That for the ghoſt! To night we are to | 
have a jolly little party. Huſh, my dear, (with 
J9)—J ack Connor's coming to Miſs Rachel, Im 
with you, and cook is preparing a nice bir of 
ſupper for us all, tol, lol! 
Mary. A ſupper! delightfull 
Mun. Old maſter don't come home to night, 
and we'll be ſo merry, tol, lol. 
Mary. Charming! chen VI a> ſuperintend 
1 * And PII make T ooten the black, my 
pupil, prepare his horn.,—Oh, how ſweetly we 
play'd on the water yeſterday bey may talk of 
fine views, and viſtos, and beauties of nature 
but *tis to hear the divine echos of my horn, 
that brings the gentlefolks all the way from 
Cork, and even Dublin, down here to the lake 
of Killarney. But now for 3 Ws (Exit. 


> | SCENE, 


( 10 J 
SCENE, a Hall. 


Mons and Many placing tables and 4 fereen 
between. 


1 There ! q as lovers ma'n't be overlook d 


| by us, ha! ha! ha! Here Tooten and I'll fit and 


take our pleaſure—while they mingle lips, we'll _ 


Jingle "— how 1 love to ſee good cheer | 
: going forward! [Eneunt N 


Fx IL advances. 
Fill. So, here's rare doings in the old gen- 


Genn s abſence; maſter and I bubbled by fuch 
"OM as Muns nd Jack Connor—oh revenge * 1 


Old Dowprx, without, 
Who is here? 


Frill. Oh choice luck! Here comes the old 


codger home unexpectedly.— Such a hobble as 
II bring em into. Ha! ha! ha! 


| Enter Old DoWDIE. 
Des Oh my bones! Who's that I ſee there? 


3 What, are they all gone to bed? Well I's 80 too, 
and not diſturb any body. 


Frill. What, Sir, go to bed vithouf your ſup- 
per? the nice ſupper that Miſs Rachel has pre- 


pared for you? 


Dod. (ſeeing the table laid ) Hey! what is 


all this? 


Frill. The table laid he your ſupper, Sir. 


Dowd. Why who knew I was coming home? 4 
Frill. Miſs Rachel, Sir. 


Dowd. Eh! then ſhe knows I had A fall from : 


my horſe? 


Frill. The devil a word of it, 0 ue. , Oh yes, 


Sir, Mary told her that. 


Dowd. _— who told Mart 5 
Frill, 


24 +: 1 
Frill. Oh, Sir—ſhe ſaw you, Sir, as we was 
taking a walk. 


Dowd. She took a devil of a Jong walk then; 
for I fell ſix miles of 


Frill. That was a great fall indeed, Sir, 
Dowd, Eh? F 
Frill. Walk—yes, Sir—ride--Sir—Mary was 


riding too—the evening being fine, Miſs Rachel PLC, 


gave her leave to go ſee her brother. 
Dowd. Mary? 
Frill. Yes, Sir; Muns rode . 1 
| Dowd. After my orders to y at home on 
the watch! Before Mary? Then I fuppoſe the 
raſcal took my cheſnut pad? 
Frill. Don't ſay I told you—but I fancy he 
did they wou'd not wiſh you to know | it, — 
they'll all deny it to you. 
Dowd. neee 1 heard a woman 
cr 5 
Frill. Yes, Sir, ſhe ſaid ſhe ſquall'd, : 
| Dowd. Then perhaps was ſhe ſent che po- 
thecary to me. 
Frill. It was, Sir,—One lle has drawn me into = 
a dozen. (aſide ) EY 


Dowd. A buſy ſlut! He was a furrlero—call d 


himſelf a ſurgeon, tho' he was a farrier; for the 
fellow out with a fleam, up with my leg, and ſwore 
he'd bleed me in the fetlock. Where s your ma- 
ſter? | ; 

Frill. Lord, Sir, didn't he come home with 

you 3 | 
Dowd, No, he a fomebody Hom Francs 


Pas to meet him at an inn three miles off, he, 


he!—But I'm glad my daughter had ſo much 
thought as to provide a morſel for me.—Oh 
what happineſs, after all one's croſſes abroad, to 
come to one 's own N when onc's children 

C2 and 


4 


and ſervants are ſo attentive to render it agree; 
_ able!—Muns! (calls) Where's this curſed fellow, 
with his galloping my horſes about the country? 
Frill, ſhall I trouble you to help me on with my 
gown, and then I can come and ſit down to my 


: Jupper 1 in comfort, _ [ Exit. 
5 Tes, Sir. — Oh what a rare hobble I ſhall 
| bring them into, ha, ha, ha! Exit. 


Enter RACHEL, ADELAIDE, and Jack Connor. 


All. Ha, ha, ha! 3 5 
Rachel. And there now is my old papa, trotting 5 
from cottage to barn, like a cunning little exciſe- 
man, with his green book under his arm, and 
5 hg en ſtuck in his wig. 

.. Fa, ha, ha! 

Gy 71 Connor. But why won't Miſs Adelaide 
give us her company ? 
Rachel. You muſt. 
Adelaide. My = ſuffer me to go to reſt, if ; 
I can reſt,—The death of my Nugent, the miſ- 

5 fortunes of Lord Eſmond—tho! I never ſaw him 


it may ſeem an affectation of ſenſibility—I can't 


account for it, but I feel ſomething inexpreſſibly 
| horrid hanging over me, ever ſince you ſhow'd 
me the old lady's clothes, | e 
Rachel. Sure! 
Adelaide, Not a night I don't an Im rum- 
maging her clothes-preſs i In the haunted room, 
as you call it, = 
Kachel. Well, my dear, if you will retire, ſuffer 
Jack to ſee you "acroſs the gallery. 7 
Jack Connor. Ay, Miſs, under my guard, ſhow 
me me ghoſt that dare affront you, - 
[Exit with Adelaide. | 


„„ 


tak 
| Enter M ARY with ſupper, which fre puts 6 on the 
table. 


Mary. There, Miſs Let's ſee, I mul bring 
another bottle; for your lover is a good fellow, 
and a good fellow deſerves a good bottle. [ Exit. 
Rachel. (fits doun) I with Jack Connor wou'd 
make haſte. (begins to carve) Ha, ha, ha! My 
little dad, if he knew what we were at here 
now. 


Enter Dow, in an . Rachel carves 
with ber back to him as be enters, 
Rachel. Yes, my. poor father's faſt aſleep by 
this, 3 in ſome peaceful cottage. Ha, ha, ha! I 
did not care if he had a taſte of this turkey; I 
know the old lad likes a bit o' the merry- thought. 
—How long my dearee ſtays!—lIs that you? _ 
(Speaks without looking round) Eh! you've been 
giving her a kiſs, I ſuppole—come, whilſt its hot; 
fit down, you fooliſh Re, 
 Dowdle comes round, and fits down oppoſite te to ber. 
Rachel. Ah! (ſcreams.) 
Doodle. What's the matter with you ? J 
Rachel. Sir, I=I—I thought 1 it was the ghoſt. 
© JOE W hy, did you invite the bel to ſup- 
Rachel. If Jack returns we're undone. (abr 9 
Lord, Sir, who expected you? ; 
Dowd. Indeed 1 ſhould not have been home | 
to night, but for the tumble. 
Rachel. What tumble, Sir? _ 


Dowd. Sure you—oh true, I wa'n't to know 


ſhe let Muns gallop my horſes about the road. 

(aſide ) Well, ha, ha! I forgive you and him, 
_ it has procured me ſo good a ſupper. Ha, 
ha 


2 Rachel, i 


1 4 1 


Rachel. Forgive us! Then, Sir, you know all e 
| Dowd. Yes, yes, I'm not angry—call the 
: fellow. 
EKXKacbel. O precious ! Then, Sir, * let him 
: ſup with us? 
| Dowd. Sup! what your ſervant ? 
Kachel. True, Sir, I am his miſtreſs, and he 2 
N loves me dearly. _ | 
Dowd. Who,  Muns ? 
„„ DEERTT-: © 
Dowd. If your Muns dare to fir down at a ta- 
ble with me, I'll knock the ſcoundrel | to the 
devil. 


Enter Moxs end Black, who ft at te other 
= 


1 Now, Tooten, don' t look ALES 5 

: larets-—here we'll fit, play, and take our glaſſes. 

| (They ari»k) Now up with Black Sloven. < Tooten 

and Mun play the horns 
Dowd. Hey ! (Lays down. bis fork.) 
Mun. How d'ye like that, my lad o' wax? 2 
Dowd, What's that? 

Muns. Eh! (Surpriſed, 22 rt 725 and peeps 

oder the ſcreen, which he had placed between the 
two tables; at the ame t time Dowale turns up his 


Fr P; 
Enter Mazy with wine. 


Rachel. If 1 could prevent Jack Connor from 
Y coming . „ 
Mary. Here's two bottles for the jolly dog. 
eis them on the table, where Muns / ts.) 
 Muns. (in a ſmothered laugh) Ha, ha, ha! Ga 
give it to the jolly dog n 
Mary. (goes round the ſcreen, and ſeeing Dowdle, 


creams) Ah! 
7 90 Dowd. 


| Dowd, Curſe 3 ſqualling! I believe it was 
you that frighten'd my horſe. 

. Mey. Mc! ::. | 

B Where the devil did you pick up ſuch 7 
an apothecary? 5 


Mary. I pick up an apothecary ! ! Sir, 1 1d have 
you to know— _ 
* Dowd. He was a farrier ( enraged ); and, Sirrah, 
the next time you take the road— _ 
Muns. I take the road! 
| Dowd. So you muſt go on the pad ! . 
Muns. I go on the pad! Oh Lord! 
Dowd. You ſcoundrel ! cantering about.— 
Where s the pillion? 
Munsg. Mary, fetch my maſter the pillow. 
Dowd. So, Sirrah, ſhe's in love with you? 
 Muns, Yes, Sir—eh Mary? ha, ha, ha! 5 
Ded. And vou muſt ſit down and ſup with 
„ 15 
Muns. Eh! ail e ye, Sir. (Sits down). 
Dowd. Fine! Hadn't you better aſk the 
| black-a- moor? (Ironically ) 


Muns. Tooten, fit Gown, boy. (Black f ts 
down.) 


Dowd. Get along, you infernal ee ſon 


of — (Beats hi m 
MMuns. Oh Land, he's 41 


| Dowd. Where's my ſaddle, you villain? 
Muns. His ſaddle! Going to ride this tim 
night —yes, the devil's got into him. 

Dowd. Il beat him out of you, you damn d 
rogue. 
Muns. The ghoſt has bit him—Oh, 0 Munz 
Moy 100). „ 
Dowd, A knave! 


Euter 


16 3 
Enter Jack Cox xoR. 


Jack Connor. This old manſion has ſo many 
windings, I thought I ſhould never have found 
my way back again.—Come, fit down, my dear. 0 
—Zounds! (ſeeing old Dowale, runs off.) 
| Dowd. Stop the tellow—thieves—( runs out 
after bim.) 


Ek C E N E, queitder Apartment. 7 


Enter Maxv. 


Mary. 1 wonder if Miſs Rachel's gone to bed. 
Hack Connor muſt have ſlipped out when he 
| heard maſter ſcolding us. Ves, I hear him lock- 
ing the great gate. Near one o'clock---] wiſh I 


was in my own room---I dread crofling that diſ- : 


mal gallery: if I meet any thing I ſhould die, I'm I'm 
ſo e Oo Lord, what's that Fen 


. Enter Muns. 7 


2 2 "Tis 1. my dear. 9 think maſter 
ſaw Jack Connor? 
Mary. I hope not; but I can 25 conceive how : 
he got off. 55 
Muns. No matter; as he wa'n' 't ſeen we're ſafe. 
But here's a ſtrange gentleman, I ſaw him juſt 
now at Jack Connor's---knock'd at the poſtern, 
and aſk d for a bed, as he's benighted, and--- 
Mary. The deuce! Were you mad, to let a 
ſtranger in at this time of night! He 1 be a 
white boy. : ty, 
MMuns. Locke, Mary, Ilet him in out of good 
nature let thoſe that are ill natured turn him 
8 
Mary. Why *rwould be cruel indeed ; -naly 
maſter's ſo croſs. —Stop—TI've a thought—the 


fineſt opportunity —Lers put him to ſleep i 
1 


1 1 


the haunted room; as he don't know on't he 
won't be afraid, and if the ghoſt walks he'll cer 
tainly ſpeak to it, and then 3 5 
Muns. Why yes, if it is our dead lady, ſhe 


may tell him what diſturbs her, then may be 


ſhe'll vaniſh, and trouble the houſe no more —1 
like 1 it hugely. 5 
Mary. Where have you left the gentleman 2 
Muns. In the lodge. Come (going) 
Mary. You need n't run away from a body. 5 
(rakes him under her arm) 5 
Muns. Ah! how loving theſe women are, when 
5 they ſtand in need of our protection. Hem! 
1 r ) Eh! bleſs me ! tol, lol, lol. L Exeunt. 


SC EN E, an nee Apartment. 4 Lady's 
Pifture Devging over the Chimney. SL 


Enter ens cd Many, with lights intr educing 5 
Tord Eſmond. = 


| Mary. This i is the room, Sir. 
Muns, (in terror, yet trying to conceal it) Yes, | 
Sir, this is the room, Sir. ; 
Lord Ejn. I'm very much obliged to you, 

Mary. The bed's in the alcove, Sir. 
(points io it 

 Muns. Well, Mary, put on the — and air 

it well for the gentleman. 5 
Mary. Can't you? | 
Muns. Pha! (apart—each urging the other to 

0 in. 

8 = Sir, the bed i is very well air d. 
Muns. Ves, Sir, it has been laid in, not above 
eight years ago. (a/ide) Go—(7o Mary, who 
wih much bef tation and terror goes into the 2 
ord. 


K un] 

Lord Ein. The gentleman of the houſe i is gone 
to reſt ? - 
Muns. Yes, Sir, the gentleman of the houſe 
_ reſted in priſon theſe ten years-— 
Lord Efm. Indeed ! Poor gentleman. 
Muns. Ay, Sir, he's a lord ; the cards and dice 


have left him a very poor gentleman—but 9 


| maſter, his ſteward, is now quietly ſnoring. 


Lord Ein. Then I ſhall return him thanks in 
| the morning. ; 


Muns. Oh, Sir, you may as well not thank. 
him, Sir. 
Lord Eſm. Oh then 'tis entirely to vou I'm 


= obliged? 


Mun. Yes, Sir. 
Lord Eſm. As I was left by the man of the | 
' houſe, when you ſaw me, but for your humanity, 


Il muſt have lain in | the fields all night—Here, 


| (offers money) 
Mvuns, As I did'n't buy my humanity, I never 
| will ſell 1 it. (Haun tbe money) 


Re. enter MART. 


Mary. There, Sir, the bed's ready Lord! * 
fo frighten'd !—thought I ſhould never get done. 
2 0 apart to Muns) 
Muns. Huſh ! huſh ! ( apart ) Sir, we'll leave 
you a light, Sir, and you may leave it burning— 
that he may ſee the ghoſt. (apart) 
Mary. Wiſh you a good night, Sir. Ho 
Mun. A good night's reſt, Sir,—Oh what a 
eving will be here by and by. HR 
 [Exeunt Muns and Mary. 22, 


Lord gie. For the firſt time indeed, ſince my : 


- Infancy, I ſhall ſleep under my own roof,—Since 1 
find this Count not here, I ſhall, if poſſible, get out 
carly and meet him at the! inn where 1 vn 
| The 


[9] 
The dead of night ſeems very awful in theſe 
antique manſions. This room was, I think, my 
dear mother's —yes, there's her picture—my fond 
parent clock ſtrikes one) 


Enter ADELaips, from a door which open. in the 
 wainſcot—walks as in her ſleep. 


| Who's here? a lady !—Heay'ns, ſhe's aſleep! 
(He ſtands fixed with wonder, Adelaide croſſes, opens 
a clothes-preſs, takes from her bead a hood ſcarf, 
and night-rail, femewbat reſembling the pifture in 
tbe room, and puts them into the preſs ; then, to return 
to the door where ſbe 2 walks with her 


5 : Face towards Lord Eſmond.) 


Lord Eſn. Is it poſſible?— tis my Adelaide — 
Hold ! to wake her—the ſudden fright 3 8 
yes, this ring, her laſt pledge of affection when 
ve parted— puts à ring upon ber finger, which be 

bad taken from his own). This ring may afford 
her comfort, without diſcovering that 'tis I that 

have been here. [Exit Adelaide. 

This ſeems a private door—and that lobby 
yes it leads to her chamber ſhe ſtill only knows 

me for Nugent, and thinks me dead the cauſe 

perhaps of her diſordered mind. To meet her 


here, my greateſt bleſſing ſo ſtrange and unex- | 


pected 1 May! it lead to ſome greater happineſs ! 
[Exit . 3 to the . 5 


vp or ACT 1 


1 25 7 
. 


s c k N E, Open Country, b a Publick 
Inn, h ign of the Shoulder of Mutton. 


Enter Mos 8, his born round his neck, and box 
Ander bis arm. 


8 Muns. þ JH that wicked old maſter, t to turn me 
off for only letting in that ſtrange 
man 12 ſtrange man he was, for none could 
tell how he got out this morning. - Maſter ſwears 


he was a thief, and threatens to proſecute me for 


an accomplice, if I ev'n aſk for my wages and 
then l've left my ſweet Mary-gold all to Frill. 
Here have I tramp'd two miles, as hungry—and 
not a ſhilling i in my pocker.—Now here's a houſe 
bol entertainment—yet I'm afraid ev'n to fit down 
on the bench, leſt I ſhould be aſk'd to pay for 
 1t.—I'm fo hungry—Houſe | (calls faintly) Oh! 
what an effect an empty pocket has upon a man's 
voice at the door of a public houſe ! 1 


Euter LAN DLOR D. 


Hu Landloxd, What wou'd you be PRE to bave! 2 
1 Muns. Any thing, Sir. 
Enter LANDLADY. 
Lande What do you want? 
 Muns, Every thing, Ma am. 
Landlord. Who are you? 

Muns. A poor ſervant out of place. 

_ Landlady. We want a waiter, huſband. 

Landlord. Did your maſter * you 2 Chae 
racter? 


Muns. No, Sir. be had: none for himſelf, 
_ Landlord. W hat can you do? 
Mags, Sir, don't know what to do. 
| Landlord. 


1 
Landlord. What are 2 you capable of ? z 
Muns, Oh, Sir—1 can play a duet I the 
horn. 

Landlord. 1 want no ben. 1 

Landlady. No, that you don't, huſband. 
Landlord. You underſtand horſes ? 
| Muns. Yes, Sir, and cookery. 

Landlord. J want one in my ſtable. 
 Muns. A horſe ? 

Landlord; Pſha! my ſtable. | 
Mun. Ves, Sir, but I'm beſt in the kitchen 
Ma'am, I'll do any thing for bread only employ 
me l'll be humble as a ſpaniel—ſecret as afiſh— 
| watchful as a cat—T'll ſleep like a cock upon 
one leg, with the other N to pop n to 
run on a meſſage. | 

Landlord. Come in, my Jad, you 're the very 
man for the Shoulder of Mutton. att 

Mut. That I am, Sir, either bak'd or roaſted. 

| He,  LExeunt. 


SCENE, a ; Room in the 2 


Fater Lord 8 and LANDLORD. ; 


Lord En. Only if Count Fripon aalen for 
Mr. Nugent, ſhow him in. 
Landlord, Yes, Sir. [ Exit. - 
Lord Eſin. Luckily, in the time of my diſtreſs 
at Montpelier, I took the name of one of 
their confederates, who, from being ſtationed in a 
diſtant quarter, probably the Count has never 
ſeen. They, ſuppoſing me one of their raſcally 


dlub, I may get at their ſecret ſchemes, and ſo 


be e to counteract them. 


Euter Cour. 


Count. Fal, lal, lal! Ha, Monſieur Nugent, I 
never 


L 
never ave de honeur of ſeeing you, but know 


you are of our club in Paris; Sir, I am rejoice at 


your coming. 
Lord Eſm. Thank ye, Count“ m ſent—de- : 


| Puted by our friends, to ſee how you go on with 
my Lord's affairs. 


Count, Ah, malheureux! very bed—n6 money 


TE been out now all laſt night, and got but 
abuſe—no—dey will pay none but my Lord him- 
ſelf One Jack Connor will not let 'em. 


Lord Eſm. Raſcal my friendly ſchool- fellow. . 


(ade) 


Count. Monſieur WI have * 


thought—has Monſieur Dowdle, de ſteward, ” 
ever Tee you? 


Lord Ejm. I think not. 8 
Count. Bon ! It vil do ſince de tenant vil pay 


none but my Lor himſelf, I vil paſs you on dem 
for Lor Eſmond, and I warrant in tumble de 
money, ma foi, ha, ha! 


Lord Efm. Excellent! You'll fag I'm his lord- 


5 ſhip, ha, ha! they pay me, and we return to 
Paris, and ſhare it with our club, ha, ha! ad- 
TS 


Count. Dat is it, ha TY ha! But hold—if 5 


dey even believe you are he, how will dey tink 
ho you got out of priſon in Paris —AL | ! ah ! = 
dat is to be conſider. 


Lord E/m. What do you think of my making 


my valet paſs for my jailor, whom I'll ſay 1 
prevail'd upon for a bribe to accompany me on 
this ramble, to ſee my eſtate? 


Trap. (without. ) Ay, I'll have him. 
Lord Em. Ha, ha, ha! d'ye hear him | 
Count. Diable! dat is he! 

Lord Eſn. Why, to tell you the truth, 1 had 


adopted this very ſcheme of yours, and already 


4 | tutor d 


4 0 1 


tutor'd my valet to play his part of my jailor. — 
| N ow Trap will help n me without knowing. (aſide). 
Count. Oh den dis is your valet f—ha, ha, ha! 
| admirable ! ! ha, ha, hal 


| Lord Fjn. Now only obſerve how he'll keep 
i up his character. 


15 Enter Taar, looking Arb. 
77 Tap. Oh you re chere —I 'm glad I've found 
you. 3 1 
Lord Dim. Well, Trap—I call him Trap— 
(apart to Count) 

Ti. I thought you'd run away from me; 
but you frighten me ſo no more, as back you 
come to priſon directly. PD 

Count. Ha, ha, ha! bravo! Oh he does it 
capitally 5 
Lord E/. Now rn give you a ſpecimen VIM 5 
I can act the lord. (apart to Count) But my honeſt 


Jailor, indulge me in this Intle frolic—I _ you. 


; eh? 


well for it. 
Count. Bravo, my Lor; now jailor. | 
Trap. Yes, but what s your pay if I get hang 4 
for letting you out? | 
Count. Ah, ah, ah dat is capital. Ha, ha! 
Lord Eſm. But I am now going to my caſtle. 
Trap. But firſt, my Lord, you l come back to 
my caſtle! 
Count. Oh charmante ! 1 3 Kt ! to my 
caſtle—Oh dat is admirable—ha, ha! 
Trap. Ves, damme, what do you laugh at? 
If J had you peeping through the bars of my 
caſtle, then you might grin like a baboon. ; 


Count. Yes, but as dere is nobody by, you may a 


now as well drop the jailor, 
Trap. But I won't drop the jailor Nobody 
by Damme, do you v want to reſcue my en 


Count. 


{4-3 


Count, Begar, if J vas not told you was s valet, 


you almoſt make me tremble. 


Trap. Valet! what do you mean 13 
Count. Oh I warrant he is de careful diligent ; . 


J wiſh ſuch to ave de care of my clothes. 


Trap. Vour clothes! ha, ha, ha! I'd deſire 


only one ſuit and your body i in it, 1 warrant I'd 
i take A 


Count. You will drink my health? (giver in 


money) 


Trap. Why, as for your health that's no buſineſs - 


of mine, butT'll drink your wine. My Lord, Tl 


| have an eye upon you—can he drop from this 
window ?—No, no. | Exit. 


Count. Ha, ha, ha! 


Lord Eſm. Well, * t you think we are ſafe 
in our jailor ? Ha, ha! 


Count. Ay, I hope you'll play de Lo balf ſo 


ves and we touch de caſh. Ha, ha! 


Enter Muxs as a waiter. 


Muns. Do you call, Gentlemen? TY 
Count, Ventre bleu ! more acting! diable 1 | 


You Muns, vat bring you here ! 


Muns. Maſter turn'd me off for letting in, and 
giving a bed in the haunted room, to a half- 


| ſtarv'd poor devil, that—(/ees Lord Eſmond) Oh! 
| how d'ye do, Sir © ? La, Sir, did you ſee maſter, 
coming away? 


Count. Den you vere at de houſe, * ? 
Lord Eſm. Laſt night, to look for you. (apart) 
Count. Oh !—vel, my Lor Eſmond, ven you 


return to your caſtle as.yourſelf— 


Lord Em. Immediately. 
 Muns. This my Lord Eſmond ! 1 my 


2 fortune s made! 


Enter 


(C 28 . 

1 LAnpronb. Td 
 Landford. Hey! What have you got lazy 
already, firrah ? (10 Muns) 
Mun. Eh! fellow! who do you talk to? 
My Lord, had'n't we beſt quit? No accommoda- 

tion for your lordſhip in theſe paltry inns. Ss 
Count. Hey, fellow, you muſt diſpatch all your 
| ſervants and horſes round the country, dat all my 
Lord's vaſſals and domeſticks may ſhow their _ 
and reſpect in his welcome home. _ 
 Muns, And ſince you did entertain me, to 
ſhow my gratitude, I open your houſe, 
Lord Efm. Well ſaid, honeſt Muns ; and for 
your diſintereſted generoſity i in receiving me laſt 


night, you _ change Places with your old 
maſter. 


b Muns. Make me ſteward ! Oh, my Lord, I 


' ſhall grow mad with Joy !—Clear the way there 
for his 3 1 25 * 


'S C E N E, Jack Connos' 8 Houſe. 


Euter Jack Connor an Pit int. 
Jack Connor. The ſtranger gone! I ſhou'd have 
: ſtay 'd to entertain him but for his reflections on 
my Fond the call of love, 
 'Phelim. Ves, and here has been old Tough, 
the grazier, making ſuch a riot about a lamb, 
he inſiſts has been taken out of his field. = 
Jack Connor. Pſha! the fool! never mind 


him—if my darling will but come, and Father 


Frank will but marry us—Oh! here comes his + 
reyerence. 


Enter Farber FRANK. 5 5 
1 Frank, Well, Jack Connor, what is this 


| of 5 
E Py Jack 


f 28 1 


Fack Cor. 1 firſt is, that your reverence 


will breakfaſt with me. 
F. Frank. Well, that's a buſineſs of no harm, 


il it be a good breakfaſt. 
Jack Connor, The next, that you marry me to 
my dear Rachel, who deſigns to flip out to me 
this morning. 
_ Tough. ( without. ) I will have it. 

Jack Connor. Now here's that litigious block- _ 
head, old Tough, the grazier, come 3 5 
about— . = 


Euter Touch. 


N WY So, Jack Connor, now that Father Frank 
1s here, I'll make my complaint, if you don't 


— reſtore my lamb. 


Jack Connor. She's not yours—you know as | 


ſhepherd ſaw you tother night ſneak into my : 


field, and brand two of my ſheep with your own 
name. 
Fi. Frank. Ohl that was a grievous fin, neigh: 8 
bour T ough, _ 
Tough. Ah, Father Frank, I ſee which way 
your opinion goes where good eating is to be 
had; but I'll lay my caſe before my Lord's 
ſteward, that J will. Exit. 


Enter Rachkl 22 


Tack Connor. My love ! 

Rachel, Well, here I've' run to you. Oh! I'm 

ſo frighten'd. —Now if you have not brought 

Father Frank here to marry us. 

Jack Connor, Ha, ha, ha! gueſs'd it—Ah, : 
Nyone! | 
F. Frank. But have you her father's-conſent ? 

Jack Connor. I've her own, which is worth 

fifty fathers—eh, Rachel? _ re] 
Rachel. You have, e ber hand) 

. Frank. 


TP 
F. Frank. L will not marry you without her 
father 8 conſent. 


Enter Pn ELIN. 5 


Pbelin. Here's the ſteward. 
Rachel. Lud, my father! 
Pbelim. And yonder comes old Tough age, 
ſwearing he'll complain to him. - 
Jack Connor. Will he? *Gad I've a thought— 
Ha! (aſde) Father Frank, only ſtep in; Rachel 
will make breakfaſt for you—ſuffer me to ſay a 
few words to her father, and I promiſe you he 
conſents to our marriage. Huſh ! ſtep in. 
F. Frank. Your hot cakes and your eggs are 
good, and that that's good | is the delight of a 


churchman. [Exit with Rachel. 5 


Euter Dowvrz. 


Do rod. Tack, I am come again to demand your : 
rent, to pay off my Lord's debts to the Count. 

| Fack Connor. Well, you ſhall have it, if you"  S 
oblige me. 


_ Dowd. Oblige you, that's Joins all manner 


of rogueries to thwart and perplex me! 
Jack Connor. Well, my trolicks are all over— — 
for as I loſt "oy hope of your giving me 
Rachel— 
Dowd. You've no hope indeed—this evening 

] give her to the Count. 
FJ. Connor. Well, I knew you would; 1 truck 


up to the daughter of old Tough the grazicr 3 


unknown to him ſhe has ſcamper'd off here to me, 80 
and is this moment in that room. 
Dod. No! Well you're a devil of a— 
F. Connor. I am—and how can I help it? 
Dowd. You can't. : 
F. Connor. We've Father F tt here ready to 


marry us, but he's afraid of your anger. 
E Bs | Dowd. 


15 28 1 
Deen My anger! What is it to me who he 
marries ? 
Jack Connor. Why yes, as 'twas all about my ; 
courting your daughter, he will not marry me 
to this girl without you are willing. 
Dowd. What! you knave, do you think * 
connive at your running away with any man's 
daughter! Gad, I might be ſerved ſo myſelf. 
Jack Connor. And you ſhall—for by all the 


beard on your chin, if you don't call to Father 


Frank, to marry me to the girl within,— there, 


(points to the room) as 1 loſe her through you, I'll _ i 


again tack about, and run away with Rachel in 
ſpite of your teeth. I tell you, you'll never be 
able to hold your daughter till I'm tied up. 
Dowd. Then I wiſh you were tied up. Damn 
the fellow, he's as dangerous in the village as 
a fox. — Well, I conſent ; - fo call Father Frank. 


Hack Conner. Call a | prieſt from his breakfaſt ! 


are you mad? 

Borod. Call the Seach: hither. EY 
Jack Connor. I will, thank ye (going, returns.) : 

But I think you d as good not be prevent... 

_ Jouws. No? —- 
Fack Connor. No. —Old Tough will owe you : 
2 lad ſpite. 2 
Dorvd. Well, I'm. oblig'd to you. —Indeed 

her father is a wicked old rogue. - > 

Jack Connor. So he is, Sir; he's a wicked 


5 old rogue: why I told him ſo juſt now. 


Dowd. Did you? What! to his face? 
Jack Connor. To his face, as I talk to you 
this moment,—Says I, you old Knave, Pl marry EE 
your daughter... 1 
Dowd. Do, —go in and PA it; ha, ha, ha! 
Jack Connor. I will- I'll do it. 
Dowd. Ha, ha, ha! I like to ſee a crabbed 
old numſkull bamboozled, ha, ha, ha! 5 
Jack Conner. So ao I, ha, ha, ha! 

Tough, 


frlar. 


© ] 
"Mi ough. (within, * I'll have her. 
Dowd. Eh! here he is. | 
| Fack Connor. Yes, he has miſs'd by: Now 
only mind the ſordid fellow's manner of talking 
of his family—all in the grazier's ſtyle. —Why, 
Sir, his wife he calls his ewe. 
Dowd. Then 1 ſuppoſe he'll call his daughter 

0 here within, his lamb, ha, kat * 
 Fack Connor, Eh! Ws no; 1 think” he'll 
ſcarce do that. --: 
Dod. I'll bet you half-a-crown he does. 
Jack Connor. Done! He won't. ED 
Dowd. He will. N don” oy know the 
fellow's mode of phraſe? A mere ſavage! _ 
Jack Connor. Well, but do you call to the 


Dowd. Twill —Here, Father Frank, marry the 
couple directly; go in and do it. (puſhing bim 
in.) Oh! this will make a rare laugh againſt 
the old fellow, ha, ha, ha! Here he comes.— 
Father Frank, make haſte and marry them. 


Enter Tovcs. 


7. ough. He ſhall reſtore her. —Mr. Dovdle, 
do you authoriſe theſe doings? _ 
Dorod. What doings ? ha, ha, ha! (merher- 
ing a laugh.) ; - 
Tough, What doings! Jack Connor to take 


- away my lamb? 


Dowd. His lamb ! ha, ha, ha! by che Lord 
I have won my half crown I knew the grazier 
would come out, ha, ha! She's Jack Connors 
lamb by this, ha, ha, ha! 
Tough. His! For ten guineas ſhe carries my 
name. 


Dowd. Ha, hay. hs ! For twenty guineas, by . ; 


this ſhe Carries Jack Connor' 5 ha, Ra, ha! 


T cugh, 


= c 30 ] 
27 "RY Why, zZounds ! he's not rarring her 


over again! 
_ - Dowd. Tarr'd, yes; 1 and ſhell be ſoon : 
feather'd. 1 
Tough. Feather'd! 
Dorod. Yes, when ſhe's drefs'd; tis s all the 
faſhion, you know, _ ; 
Tough. Zounds ! then he intends her for his 
own table. 5 
Dowd. Ves, certainly, hel head his nes 
| ha, ha, ha! 
Tough. He's plaguy dainty. 
Dowd. Yes, he's a dainty — 
Tough. He's a thief—I thought to have ſent 
: her to market to-morrow. _ po 
_ Dowd, Father Frank, if the job's s over, let the 
lan come out here, and alk the old ram's 
bleſſing. (calls out.) . 


Enter Rachkr, handed in ' by Jack. Coxxox and - 
Father FRANK. 


| Rachel. (Kneels to Dowdle. ) F ather, your bleſ- 8 
| i I Eh! zounds if di ſhould be whe: 
| | lamb 5 5 
| .- $1 ough, Egad, and I believe you are the old. 
ram, ha, ha, asf -- 
Dowd. Father Frank, what the Devil s this. 
you've been doing? 
F. Frank. Fie, fie! this is vnſkewily, —P vg © 
been F this pair in holy wedlock, as you * 
deſired me. 
| Tough. As you deſired fie: ha, ha, ha! 
Egad, 'tis my turn to laugh now. 
Fack Conner. Father-in- law, to keep che laugh 
from yourſelf, you'd beſt join in it. 
Rachel. F ather, don t be angry, for upon the 
6 word 


nf 
word of a bride, I had no notion of marriage. 
but as you defired it, 1 . to ſhow my 
. obedience. 
Dod. Oh, plague of your obedience. (Going 
in a rage.) | 
Jack Connor. Sir, father-in- law, here's the | 
5 half-crown you won. 


(Old Dowldle breaks from him, and exits in a ary, 5 


Tough, Ha, ha, ha! I'm ſo pleas'd. Jack, 
if you ev'n have my lamb, keep it, and let your 
85 lamb carve it for the wedding- day * 


[Exeunt. N 


, 


| 8 C E N E, Lord Exxo0nv's 5 2 
Enter Nan, end taps at the door. 


Mary Ha, ha, ha! Yes, by this my young 
lady's 4 bride. 280 if poor Muns hadn't been 
turn'd away, I might have been a bride.—Miſs 


Adelaide! (ps at the door) Bleſs me! will ſhe 
8 ep. all Cay ER, | 


Enter AprLaie. 


Addl. Tis very late. (Looks at ber watch. 1 
Mary. Late! ha, ha, ha! now, Miſs, hav'n't 
you been dreaming of your ſweetheart ? * 
Adel. Oh! Mary, the ſweeteſt dream! 

Mary. La, Miſs, that's a valtly Pretty ring: 


I never ſaw you wear it before. 


Adel. (looking at ber Unger) Ring! Oh Hea- 
vens! is it poſſible? 


Mary. I muſt put your room to rights. [Exir. 
Et This 1 is the very ring I gave my Nu- 


gent 


a7 


| gent at our laſt parting ! If he ſhould be fill 
* alive! Oh tranſport! 


Re- enter MARY. 


Mary. La, Miſs, as ſure as I live, there's "8 


door none of us ever ſaw from your chamber 
to the haunted room. I went through a long 
poaſſage that goes all the way; and there's my 
old lady's clothes preſs * and all in ſuch a 


confuſion! 


Adel. Do you know of any ſtranger here laſt 
night? EEO 
Mary. None, Miſs, but he x: put to deep 
in the haunted room. 
Adel. Where is he? (quick 4: 
Mary. Gone, Mx'am, but Lord knows where, 
Aal. It muſt have been my Nugent ; every 
| circumſtance confirms it; and this ghoſt muſt 
have been I that walk'd in my ſleep. I ſhudder 
to think of the dangers I've eſcap'd; but my 
Nugent lives, and Roger. vaniſhes, (de. 


Enter Dowork. 


| ed Ah, jade! Pray, Miſs, did you know 
of my daughter's elopement ? 
Adel. Dear Sir, did you ſee the gentleman ? BB 
Dowd. The Devil's in the women! I aſk 
about my daughter, and a gentleman is flap'd 
in my teeth ! Huſſey, were you her confidant * ? 
KO (to Mary.) 


Mary. Pray, Sir, can I you chink where Muns 5 


is gone? 
Dowd. Get along, you jade, you and your 
Muns; the raſcal, I ſuppoſe, is ſtarving in a 


_ ditch by this - (a loud knocking.) Hey! 
what great man is this 5 


Euter = 


Fay 


Enter Muns, in a rich livery. 


Muns. Hey ! nobody to throw open the gates Eh 


for us Hey! (/waggering) a 
Dowd. Vou! you ſcoundrel, how dare you 
ſhow your ſaucy face here? | 
Muns. (without attending to Dowdle) Come, 3 
we muſt have the rooms now in ſome order, 
T his table—chairs—ſopha— (with great haſte, 
end very conſequentially he moves the furniture) We 


Le muſt have a total change here—by'r leave. —. 


Dowd. Hey! Turn out. 
Muns. Stop—we ſhall ſoon ſee which of us is 
to turn out. (ſhouting 7 "xe 


Enter Lord Esuonp (richly dreſſed), and the 


Cour. 


Id. Eſm. My beloved Adelaide ! (embracing) 
Muns, My Aae Mary's (embracing) 

Adel, Tis my Nugent! | 

Count. Nugent ! Oh ! ſhe vil ſpoil all. (aſide) 
De lady 1 is miſtake ;—dis, Mr. Dowdle, | is Fur = 
Mater. . | 
Dowd. Eh! 
Count. (apart to Adelaide) Miſs, by with us, 
and you ſhall ave de much money. 
Adel. And does Mr, Nugent come here: an 
impoſtor? Lord Eſmond has been already too 
much wrong'd—deprived of liberty and * 


tune: and, though I never ſaw him, and once 


dearly loved you (% Ld. Eſmond), could I 


5 ſuppoſe you one of his unprincipled oppreſſors, 
I'd baniſh you for ever from my heart. 


Ld. Ejn. My Adelaide! what joy to prove 
your probity unſhaken, as your innocence is 
ſpotleſs ! I ſhould ſcarce wiſh to recover my for- 
tune, but to render myſelf more worthy of your 
love. | 

= Count. 


* 34 1 A 
ry He does act de Lord charmant; * 


muſt help him on. (aſide) Monſieur Dowale, I 
have received lettres from my friends in Paris; to 

ſhew dere generoſitẽ, dey deſire me to deliver 
him up his bonds Dere, my Lor. (gives Lord 


Eſmond papers.) Now as we have no claim on 
his Lordſhip, I pe de tenants will now pay 


dere rents. 


Ld. Ejm. I am fore; S I am vaſtly 


oblig'd to you for this, (oi/e without) | 


Enter Jack Connor and RAchEL; be with " 


large ſlick ſtands before Lord Eſmond. 4 
Fack Connor. I'll die before ney take my | 


” Lord again to a gaol, 


Enter Trap, and Offcers. 


Td. Efm. So, Connor, you'll die for me, and = 
not return to ſup with me? ha, ha! 4 
Jacꝶ Connor, (looking at Ld. Eſmond) And 

was It you, my Lord, I * Frome at my houſe? 


Ld. E/m. My old friend, neither time nor 


. dignity has eraſed the affection of our boyiſh 
days. As for my ſteward 


Jack Connor. My Lord, my firſt requeſt Is, 


pardon for my father-in- law. 


Doe od. Ah, Jack! you know how freely * 


gave you my daughter. 


Count. And I have loſt ma chere Rachel jy 
Ah! malheureux! 
| Trap. But now, ray Lord you'd as good 
think of coming back to my houſe, 

Id. Vn. 1 thank you, Trap, but I prefer 
my own. - Reſtor'd to my eſtate, I will ſatisfy 


all my creditors; and, be aſſured, I will take care 
to indemnify you, 


2 7 Bp Cm 


1 


Count. Diable! Are you really my Lord Es- 

mond? Oh, I am ruined! 

Ld. Em. My ruin, I hope, will teach our 
nobility, inſtead of travelling to become the 
dupes of foreign ſharpers, to ſtay at home and 

ſpend their fortunes amongſt their honeſt te- 

nants, who ſupport their ſplendour. Trap, you 
have been long my gaoler, now ['l] be yours; 
 — but liberty ſhall be your puniſhment—hoſpi- 
tality the lock of my priſon—and honeſt Muns 
my turnkey, to give a welcome to the kind 
friend, ſocial neighbour, and, above all, the 
ſtranger i in diſtreſs. 5 
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